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Author's Notes: 

„Well, that is because he is still a thin and not so ingratiating, young lad, compared to his later - and recent - 
appearance! This story is meant to be humorous and not disrespectful. | haven't got any proof of the heroes’ 
assets, so all the descriptions rely upon my imagination, appropriately fitted for this narrative. | dont own the 
people and it doesn't portray any real events or thoughts of the people involved | am "playing" again out of my 
comfort zone and hope that this story doesn't sound too blasphemous or out-of-character. Also, | tried to 
use as many British-English words and phrases as possible, however, | expect quite a few things to have 
escaped me, so feel free to point them out (| really value being corrected). The note (*) is a direct 
reference/pun to the same-titled (and adored) song by Def Leppard. | think this is my favourite song from the 
band! Whoever wished for this, | hope you enjoy! 


What the bloody hell am I doing here? Are they serious? Christ... 
I mean.. Yep, they seem to be pretty comfortable with 
themselves, as if this is all too normal, a casual walk in the 
park. They don’t even seem to be bothered about how this soap 
bar glides from hand to hand, and then down on the floor, how 
Ricky bends down to pick it up, bumping Sav’s arse by mistake 


with that slimy, tiny bum of his, triggering Joe’s teasing 
laugh and - what, are my eyes deceiving me? - a spank? Gosh, 
what am I doing here? 


All I wanted was to take a goddamn shower after one hour’s 
painstaking struggling on stage - and now? I’m completely 
shocked! Even worried about my wholesomeness! They could at 
least take turns, one after the other.. We’re not in a hurry - 
and definitely not in prison! Let’s face it, I doubt that 
prison showers are equipped with hot water, shower bells, and 
luscious, fruity-smelling soap.. The bunch of naked blokes 
though... That’s fairly prison-like. And scary. I mean, I don’t 
like seeing dangling cocks in my close vicinity! What if.. OK, 
that’s far-fetched, but you grasp my logic, right? 


And now, how am I supposed to get in there and shower? Am I 
Supposed to squeeze myself between those tall mountains - Sav 
and Joe? - like a sylph and twitch and squirm every time a 
shooting limb comes to my direction? That’s not even relaxing... 


What does Joe think, that he can have all the space to himself? 
OK, he is tall.. He looks formidable and impressive... Gosh - he 
is enormous, too! Fuck! I’ve never seen anything so monstrous 
before! That’s where that air of confidence comes from - yep, 
show us all your BIG COCK, man, and we can all blush and shut 
up with the disheartening comparison. That’s why birds queue up 
for him, for his slanted blue eyes and his python-sized cock. 
Otherwise.. What makes him any better than us? He may be funny, 
I give him that - look at how he teases Sav, as if they share a 
secret connection... And that shameless ..constrictor pokes at our 
bassist’s thighs.. Ugh.. Disgusting! I presume this huge cock 
wants to get into every available hole and crevice, no matter 
if it belongs to a she or a he! Such a rock star, huh? The way 
he lathers the foam around his genitals so provocatively and 
meaningfully is indicative of his lewd instincts. I really do 
bet that he could fuck even Sav, if Sav were available... 


He seems - or, correct me - he shows that he is available! I 
can see those pouty lips and intense eyes burn holes in Joe’s 
back. And slap and rub that back, in a phenomenally friendly 
way, because ‘hey man, there is some grime stuck there, and want me fo rub it?" I mean, 
that’s some valid reason for taking a shower all together, 
helping each other with each other’s dirt, and being ready for 
the birds... The birds, that would die to squeeze Sav’s athletic, 
perky buttcheeks! He is so pale, gosh, I guess he feels smooth, 
almost velvety to the touch! Sav looks like a cherub, like an 
innocent Cupid who waits to pierce an unsuspected heart with 
his charm. If I stuck myself between them - to take this shower 
at last! - I could easily grasp those buttcheeks and check for 
myself, how sturdy and taut they are. They do seem ..attractive, 
from a female’s, or a_sculptor’s perspective. And Joe 
definitely values them! Spank again - haha, yep, it’s so 
funny! ! 


Poor Ricky, he is so thin and ..displaced by the two big blokes. 
He seems meagre and childlike - and this observation renders 
the whole scene somehow obscene, perverse! They look like those 
‘randy-sugar-daddies’ who want to take a taste of the perfect 
innocence. And the boy’s cute eyes.. How he ogles them, in awe! 
Perhaps he is scared of a random, ..flying cock, I can see that, 
but he is even more scared to show his fear, so I guess he 
plays it cool.. He is young, he will eventually mature and those 
Sinewy arms will become muscular, after so much drumming, so he 
will be in a position to retort! If he wants to. But he is too 
boyish, so far.. Although, not so boyish, when it comes to 
matters of size, I must confess.. The stupid teenager is even 
bigger than me - everyone will notice! I can’t even hide myself 
anywhere, and I’m not even wearing a towel - where should I 
take refuge? What a shame for the band’s lead guitarist to be 
more ..miserable (yes, that’s how I’ll put it) than the bassist 
and the drummer - the drummer! OK, I’ll leave all priority to 
the frontman - he oughts to be Bigger and more dominant, he is 
the façade of the band, anyway! But the lead guitarist should 
come - not cum - next, attracting all the attention and the 
lights, and not... the drummer? Christ... 


Let’s see what Steve’s got up his sleeve.. He is so skinny, poor 
thing! He smokes and drinks all the time, that is why, but 
still he manages to pull off that toned, sculpted look... And his 
looks beat his body, so with a face like that one doesn’t 
necessarily have to be well ..endowed, to stand out. Women are 
fond of nonchalant looks and drifting stares. It gives him an 
air of mystery, and mystery leads to anticipation.. Really, 
Steve doesn’t have to look anything at all to attract girls.. He 
can be living in his own world, playing his guitar with that 
Cigarette dangling from his sensual lips and everyone would go 
nuts for him. 


So that leaves me last, I guess. I don’t fit in! They are all 
HUGE - and I am a little mouse, in comparison! Short and 
completely indifferent - mom, you didn’t use your imagination 
when you were creating me! I look down at my thin and graceless 
torso, pale and unfit and I don’t even dare to lift my eyes to 
any of these guys.. And that lizard between my scrawny legs 
looks like an apostrophe put in brackets! Please, Joe, don’t 
stare straight at me and laugh! I must work out day and night 
to even be presentable and worthy of being a member of this hot 
band.. And win me a bird, or whatever is left over by the 
others... 


If they don’t fuck themselves in the end, after so much 
familiarity and proximity in the shower (so, that could 
possibly leave all the birds to me...) 


Damn, I still have to wash that sweat away - I have even 
sweated more, after those despicable thoughts of mine! God 
forgive... 


“ Phil? Hey Philly...?” that’s Joe’s voice, dammit. What is it 
now - is he talking to me? "Phil?!" 


“ Huh... Yep, Joe?” 


“ This isn’t a bus stop! Are you going to stand there or are 
you joining in?” he asks me with this slightly ironic, pompous 
yet persuasive British accent - the voice that warns that fs foo 
late for love*, yet has seduced thousands of hearts so far... And he is 
asking me to ..join? Am I hearing right? 


Of course, he means to wash myself, because I stink! How silly... 
What else? Already little Ricky is done and he’s stepping out - 
with that shameless slender dick! 


“ I’m coming! Make some room for me!” 


Did I ever mention that I hate cherry-strawberry shampoo? 


The end 


